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I was floating down the Muddy Fork on my cobbled-together raft, three days unwashed and drunk as a possum in a moonshine barrel. The late summer sun beat down on my bare shoulders, turning my skin the color of cured leather. My dick had been hard since sunrise for no particular reason—just one of those days when your cock decides it's got plans of its own. I took another swig from my jar and spat into the lazy brown water, watching the current carry my spit away just like it carried me, aimless and happy as a pig in shit.

The raft—my pride and joy—was a floating fuckpad of sorts. I'd lashed together old whiskey barrels and cedar planks, added a small awning for shade, and even installed a mattress of sorts: deer hides stuffed with Spanish moss. Beside it sat my supplies: fishing gear, two more jars of clear liquor, and a barrel of smoked catfish I'd traded for with a one-eyed river man three days back. The whole contraption stank of fish, sweat, and freedom.

As I rounded a bend in the river, I heard it first—high-pitched wailing that cut through the drone of cicadas and bullfrogs. I squinted against the sun's glare and spotted a woman thrashing knee-deep in the muddy bank, her white dress plastered to her body and spattered with brown silt.

"Lord have mercy! Help me, please!" she cried, her voice pinched with desperation.

I guided my raft toward the bank with my long pole, taking my time to appreciate the view. Her dress, transparent from river water, clung to curves that had no business belonging to someone screeching about the Lord. Tits like ripe melons, a waist I could circle with my hands, and hips made for grabbing—all packaged in that soaked white cotton that might as well have been painted on.

"Mister, I'm stuck! The mud's got me!" She had the kind of voice that probably sang hymns on Sunday, all sweet and proper.

"Well now, looks like you wandered a ways from the church picnic," I drawled, pulling my raft alongside the bank. Up close, I could see she was in her thirties, with a pretty face currently streaked with tears and dirt. Her dark hair had come loose from what must have been a proper updo, now hanging in wet ropes around her flushed face.

"I was... I was on my way to a prayer revival," she stammered, trying to maintain her dignity while sinking deeper into the mud. "My wagon wheel broke, and I thought I could find help following the river, but the bank gave way."

"Prayer revival?" I snorted, taking another swig of moonshine. "Honey, the only thing getting revived out here is my interest in company." I let my eyes drift obviously to her chest, where hard nipples pushed against the wet fabric.

She noticed my gaze and crossed her arms, which only served to push those magnificent tits up higher. "Sir, I am a married woman. My husband is Reverend Whitcomb of the First Baptist Church of—"

"Don't much care whose wife you are," I interrupted, extending my pole toward her. "Grab on or stay in the mud. Your choice, preacher's wife."

Her face tightened with indignation, but desperation won out. She grabbed the pole, and I pulled, watching her struggle through the sucking mud. When she was close enough, I reached down and wrapped my hand around her wrist, feeling her pulse race under my fingers.

"Thank you," she said stiffly as I hauled her onto the raft. She stood there dripping, suddenly aware of how exposed she was. The wet dress outlined every curve, every hollow. Water trickled between her breasts and down her thighs. My cock, already at half-mast, rose to full attention.

"Name's Fuckleberry Finn," I said, not botherin’ to hide my growin’ bulge. "But folks usually just call me Trouble floatin’ on wood. Welcome aboard the finest fuck-raft on the Mississippi."

Her eyes widened. "I beg your pardon? Did you say—"

"You heard right," I laughed, taking another swig and offering her the jar. "Drink? Might warm you up."

She recoiled. "I don't consume spirits."

"Suit yourself." I shrugged, pushing off from the bank with my pole. "But we're headed downriver now."

"What? No! I need to get back! My husband—"

"Is probably boring some poor congregation to tears. Meanwhile, you're here, with me." I moved closer, enjoying how she backed up until her legs hit the barrel of catfish. "And you're soaked to the bone. Might catch your death in that wet dress."

A flush spread across her cheeks. "Turn around so I can wring it out."

I laughed, a deep belly laugh that echoed across the water. "This ain't no church social, Mrs. Preacher. You want dry clothes, you'll have to earn 'em."

Her mouth opened in shock, but I noticed something else in her wide eyes—a flicker of curiosity, maybe even excitement. She'd been caught in the mud, rescued by a river rat with a hard cock and a jar of moonshine. This wasn't in her Bible lessons.
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